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Death to Orcs 


With my reward money 

life was good. I 
immediately paid for my 
room at the inn for 
another two months and I 
still had some of the 
reward money left. So 
with money to spare I 

set out to learn about 
city life. Shock after 
shock awaited me of 
course. The most people I 
could ever remember 
seeing at once was 
probably about twenty, 
and that was when I was 
nine in my village before 
the orc attacks. Almost 
half of my life had been 
spent living in the woods 
with just Strider. 
Needless to say the city 
of Britain was more than 
I was used to. I adjusted 
though. I felt no need to 
rush, and so I took my 
time learning all that 
there was to learn about 
the city. I found that 
Strider had been quite 
correct, and there was a 
huge market for items 
looted from orcs. By 
taking my time I unloaded 
all those things that I 
had carted from 


Strider’s ruined home and 
was paid very well for 
doing so. So, ush with 
cash I went looking for 

an arms instructor, for I 
felt the need to know 

the use of a sword. I 
looked for and found the 
best trainer in Britain. It 
just so happened he was 
staying at the local 
warrior’s guild, and was 
willing to train me. After 
checking my physical 
prowess, he suggested 

that for someone with 

my frame and stature I 
should take a katana. He 
even traveled with me 

into Britain to make sure 
that I got one that 

suited me. He also 
supervised my armor, and 

I bought a set that fit 
me, although I was unused 
to the weight and it 
dragged me down. This I 
was told was what I 
needed, for to train 
without armor just makes 
you lazy. If you plan on 
Fighting with armor, train 
with armor! (And those 

who fight without 

armor... well they tend 

to die) So I began 
training. The strategy and 
tactics that I had learned 
at Strider’s was a boon 

to me. I also learned how 
important it was to know 
anatomy, for it is just 

as important to know 

where to hit as it is to 
know how to hit. So I 
trained. I came back to 

my inn every night 

bruised and torn. Fell into 
bed exhausted. Got up 


the next morning and did 
it again. With the 
exception of meals I did 
nothing but train. Then 
one day I came in, my 
instructor looked at me 
and told me he could do 

no more. Then I knew. It 
was time to go into the 
real world and gain 
experience there. I stayed 
at the inn resting the 
next day, polishing my 
armor and weapons to 

ready myself. At dawn I 
set out heading north, 

for I had heard that 

there were passages in 

the northern mountains 
where orcs could be 

found. I was not planning 
to go that far yet, but I 
wished to map the lands 
within a few days of 
Britain. Using my tracking 
skills I kept close eye on 
the forest. This way I 

was able to ambush a 

small winged thing that 
squeaked as it died. I 
found gold on it to my 
astonishment, and took it 
back to Britain in hopes 
that someone might know 

of what this thing was 
called. I was laughed at 
for bringing in the 
corpse, but I was told 
that this creature was 
called a Mongbat. They 

had a habit of stealing 
and hoarding gold, and 
thus almost all of them 
had some gold. So back 

to the north I went 

after stocking up on 

some rations. I also killed 
deer in order to stretch 
my supplies, and cooked in 


the wilds. With the 
camping equipment that I 
had available I was living 
in comfort. Of course 
there was the day that I 
did not pay attention and 
attacked a great heart 

by mistake. That was 

when I found that my 

new skills with a sword 
needed work. So I stayed 
out in the woods, 
returning to pay for the 
stable fee on my lama 

and sell the hides of the 
animals I hunted to feed 
myself. My swordsmanship, 
my tracking, my magic, 
and all my other skills 
were honed in the 
wilderness until I felt I 
was ready. I checked 
with the local sages, and 
found that many orcs 

made their homes in the 
Valley of Chaos. I 
purchased a map, took my 
lama out and headed 
there. At first I 
tracked only single orcs. I 
almost always opened with 
a magic arrow spell and 
moved in for the kill with 
my sword. Back then I 
knew not the difference 
between the orcs, but 

now I know that those I 
was targeting were just 
regular orc fighters. 
Their blood focused my 
will; their items swelled 
my packs. I stopped my 
hunting only to return to 
Britain to repair my 
weapons and armor, and 

to sell my orc loot. I 
eventually bought a spare 
set of armor and 

weapons in order that I 


could stay in the wild 
longer and kill more orcs. 
Of course the orcs were 
not entirely stupid, and 
they began sending out 
patrols of two orcs. By 
then though it mattered 
not, as my skills were 
rapidly expanding. I built a 
camp that was almost 
permanent in the valley 
of Chaos and from there 
rained death upon my 
foes. Blood defined my 
existence. The sweet 
sound of orcs pleading 
for life rang sweetly in 
my ears. The orc patrols 
were boosted to five 
orcs, and still they died. 
Then one day I noticed 
that the group of orcs I 
was killing had a 
competent fighter with 
them. He had a better 
weapon than the rest, 

and he knew how to use 
it. He stayed to the rear 
as I slaughtered his six 
other companions, and 
then he moved in. Long 
and deadly was that 

dance of steel. I almost 
lost from shock as my 
best weapon shattered 
upon his as I attempted 
to parry a blow. After 
that I pulled another 
weapon and did not try 
again to decect his 

sword with mine. Greatly 
did that one test me, 

but in the end he wore 

my second best sword in 
his chest. I took his 
sword, and traveled to 
Britain with my 
accumulated loot. Selling 
it gave me enough to 


take this strange sword 
to the mage shop, and 

for a fee they confirmed 
that it was indeed a 
magic sword. They told 

me of its abilities, and it 
was a formidable sword 
indeed. In honor of the 
manner in which I gained 
it I named it Orc Slayer, 
and it stayed by my side 
for many years. Back to 
the Valley of Chaos I 
went and killed orcs in an 
endless wash of blood. 
Many more Ore Lords (As 

I now know them to be) 
died under my skills, and 
they, over time, provided 
me with a complete set 

of magic armor. A new 
menace also came to me 
during this time. I found 
that the orcs could not 
only speak common 

(Poorly) but also there 
were a very few with 
enough intelligence to cast 
real magic. This enraged 
me. Any orc I saw who 
carried the trappings of 
a mage died before all 
others. Once the Orcs 
Mages were dead, I 

turned to the rest and 
freed their blood from 
the confines of mortality. 
I lived in a sea of blood. 
Some of it mine, most of 
it theirs. Many who saw 
me thought I was mad, 

and a brave few told me 
as much. For I killed so 
many orcs that I had 

long since given up on 
washing away the results 
of battle from my 

clothes and body. I was a 
killing machine dedicated 


to Genocide of the Orc 
race, and I did not need 
to clean myself, for 
there were more orcs to 
kill nearby. The only time 
I did clean myself was 
when I was required to 
head to Britain. Then I 
would take my pack 
animals put on my good 
clothes that I did not kill 
orcs in, and went. The 
days went as a blur, the 
dance of death so 

common, my wounds so 
regular, the blood and 
screams so familiar, that 
I kept no track of time. 
Then something changed 
for me. It was an orc, 
screaming as he ran from 
me. As I cut him down I 
understood words. He was 
calling to another orc 
who stood too far even 
for me to chase down 
before it got away. The 
watcher had left to 
spread that warning. My 
heart swelled with pride. 
He had been warning his 
tribe of death. I had 
become Death itself to 
the Orc race... 
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